I?g	THE LAST GENRO
From the distance came the cheerful voices of Shinko and her school-
mates.
Shinko's laughter brought a smile to the Saionjis' faces.
Okiku composed herself and returned to the bolts of cloth. She
asked cheerfully: "Why do you want me to select the best materials,
Prince?"
"Huh, I want to have my family crest, called the Mitsu-tomoe, three
conventionalized waves in the shape of circling comets, dyed into it
and have two dozen yukato made of the same pattern for the geisha
girls-I have never used the crest before.1*
"What?" She dropped the piece and stared at him.
Grinning, he said: "Don't get excited, it's for Ito's sixty-first anni-
versary celebration. I'm going to take the geishas to Oiso to cheer
him up."
"Can I come too?"
"Huh-yes, why not?"
Okiku selected a light blue 'wave and plover* pattern.
"How about a little walk in the new yukata?"
"Yes, Prince."
"Father! Mother! I'm-" Shinko dashed in. "Oh, are you going out?"
.Looking up at them, she pleaded: "May I come?"
The tension of the afternoon vanished. The sky, far on the horizon,
was now veiled with thin pink clouds.
A party of pretty young geishas, uniformly dressed in white yukata
of the light blue Vave and plover' pattern with the Mitsfatomoe coat-
of-arms, and wearing their hair in shimda style, boarded the train at
Shimbashi. They were escorted by Marquis Saionji and Okiku and
their young friends, all in their summer kimonos. The party brought
musical instruments and food with them,
On the train Okiku got acquainted with the geishas and acted as if
she were their older sister. While she helped to rearrange their di-
shevelled hair and make-up, her eyes often flashed over them. She
smiled when she saw a round-faced geisha flirting with Saionji.
The young novelist, Kunigka, teased the girl. "Otama, don't be too
babyish!"
Okiku caught the name. She studied her all the way to Oiso.
"Genro Ito! Genro Ito! Are you home?" Saionji shouted*
There was no answer.
"Genro Ito?"

